THE FUTURE OF  SPAIN
being given, the old Carlist emblems and flags waved
once more in the breeze, and thousands of armed and
trained men appeared from nowhere.
In Navarre, the Carlist stronghold,, this might have
been expected. I have spoken, however, to eyewitnesses
in Andalusia and Estremadura and in the mountain
valleys of Castille, and they all have voiced their astonish-
ment when suddenly the scarlet beret appeared and they
saw stalwart young men shouldering rifles and marching
off to join the army of religion and order.
Only the other day I travelled up a long and little-
known valley, that of the Jerte river, a tributary of the
Tagus, from Plasencia to El Barco de Avila, a mountain
town perched high on the plateau some forty miles from
Avila proper. I noticed that there, many miles from
Navarre and almost cut off from the outside world, the
villagers were all Carlists. The valley is one of intense
beauty in the spring. Completely walled in by high
mountains and running almost straight from south to
north, it is privileged in being sheltered from the pre-
vailing cold winds The result is that every square foot
of soil is cultivated. The terraces cunningly cut in the
sides of the valley are full in April of flowering fruit trees,
carefully tended, and the grape vines are showing their
shoots. The solitary road which feeds the valley and
passes from side to side of the Jerte river in nearly every
case went over a temporary wooden bridge. The explana-
tion was simple. A Red column at the end of July,
before the armies were organised, had tried to march up
the valley The women and children were sent hurriedly
to El Barco de Avila, which was safe, and the men, taking
their rifles and even their shotguns, had massed to meet
the invader. They unfurled their red and gold banner,
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